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"Do I ? " he said, still looking at her
gravely. " Perhaps I do."

Felicia felt that he had the right to punish
her for bringing Miss Considine; he was
entitled to be hurt and angry. Yet, if he
used his right, it would be a crime against
her. Above all this she was determined to
regain possession of her ground,

" I should have thought, myself," she said
quietly, " that Jimmy's new motor-car was
entirely responsible.''

Boston's pale cheeks flushed a little. " I
don't think it can be so, really," he said
patiently.

Once more Bettington felt that he must gag
the silence.

"I'm certain," he said, "that my old
bicycle wasn't responsible for me/'

" Why did you come, Bett ? " asked Felicia.

" To see him."   He pointed to Boston.

" Since the new car has behaved so nicely/'
said Miss Considine, " the least we can do is
to go for a drive after lunch ... if there is
going to be lunch/'

"No, Jimmy," said Felicia. "I've had
enough luxury for a little while. We're going
for a walk after lunch."

Miss Considine lifted her lids to glance at